
This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 
to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 
to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 
are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other marginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 
publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing this resource, we have taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 

We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain from automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attribution The Google "watermark" you see on each file is essential for informing people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liability can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 



at |http : //books . google . com/ 




< 
O 




a 




Q 



r 







THE 



f fine JTfeftnr'jS JTacretoeU 

TO HIS 

FAVOURITE STREAM 

ON 

THE APPROACH OF 




PBINTED FOB EMESSON CHASNLEY. 

V-DCCCXXIT. 



K 



i 



rii 



THE 



TYNE FISHER'S FAREWELL. 



Tune, — " Good-ni^ht and Jcy be wP you oT 



Farewsll ! old Tyne ! thy beauteous shores ! 

Farewell to all thy sylvan shades ! 
Bleak Wmt^ now his fiiry pours, 

And eTery muchJov'd haunt pervades. 
No more thy healthy sons advance 

With joy thy finny tribes to rrise, 
But look with fond reverted glance 

To milder skies and happi^ days I 
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No more the sweet enamoured maid 

Trips lightly o'er the well-known plain, 
To meet, beneath the woodbine^s shade, 

Upon thy banks, her faithful swain. 
Alone I mark thy waters glide. 

Alone I greet their murmuring swell ; 
Upon thy wave-worn hallowed side 

Alone I breathe my brief farewell ! 

The leaves have left each parent tree, 

The fragrant flowers have bloomM to die, 
The star-like daisy^s left the lea ; 

There^s nought to greet my weary eye ! 
No more the woodbine sheds afar 

Its sweets along the scented lanes ; 
Now hail and sleet and bleak winds war 

Tumultuous o^er thy joyless plains. 



Thy trouts have fled their favourite haiintf^ 

No more they spring to greet my view, 
As when the herald-warbler chaunts 

His morning hymn amid the dew ! 
Apart they pass their torpid hours, 

In deep recess no Fisher knows, 
Till lovely Spring revives thy bowers. 

Dissolving all chill Winter^s snows ! 

Mine own sweet stream ! thy rugged shores 

Are stripped of all their vesture sheen, 
And dark December's fury roars 

Where grace and loveliness have been ! 
Stream of my heart ! I cannot tread 

Thy shores so bleak, so barren now ; 
They seem as though thy joys were dead. 

And cloud with care my cheerless brow ! 



And, moving OB thy banks to wave 

Aloft my lightsome rod of power, 
To me seems trampling on the grave 

Of many a bright and happy hour I 
Thus, as I muse on days gone by, 

I cannot time my thoughts to glee ; 
To see thee sad without a sigh 

Were base ingratitude in me ! 

And as I stand upon thy shore, 

And see the 8now*flakes o'^er it spread, 
I think upon that vesture hoar 

Which Time may fling upon my head ; 
And as I mark thy cheerless rush 

A silent tear steals from mine eye, 
Por then I think upon the gush 

Of Time into Eternity ! 



Mgi^St*"^ 



Symbolic stream i how deep the truth 

Tby rapid flight to me reveals ! 
So firom the simny fields of youth 

To fix)zen age our progress steals ! 
And as thy softty murmuring wave 

Is lost in boundless ooean^s roar, 
So man descends into the grare, 

And sees his Mbw-man no more ! 

But soon, sweet stream f thy lei^ess bowers 

Will bud in vemant beauty fair, 
And on thy banks the fragrant flowers 

Will shed their bahn upon the air ! 
The birds, amid their leafy boughs. 

Will sing melodious far and near ; 
And in thy shades the lover's vows 

Fall sweetly on his lov'd one's ear ! 
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And I, upon thy banks^ once more 

With joy will hail each lovely scene> 
Glance all thy countless beauties oV, 

And be as blithe as I have been ! 
But now, sweet stream ! I cannot tread 

Thy shores so bleak, so barren now ; 
They seem as though thy joys were dead. 

And doud with saddening care my brow ! 

December, 1824. W. G. T. 
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